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AN OLD FAVORITE. -
OURFEW 2UST NOT RING TO-NIGHI,
- L

Slowly England’s sun was setting o'er the hill-
tops far away,

Tilling all the Jand with beauty at the close of
one sud day ;

And the last rays kissed the forehend of a man
and maiden fair,

e with footsteps slow and weary, she with
sunuy, floating baiv;

He with bowed head, sad and thoughtful, she
with lips all cold and white,

Struggling to keep back the murmur, *Curfew
must not ring to-night!”

11

*“Sexton,” Bessie's white lips faltered, pointing
to the prison old,

With its turrets tall and gloomy, with its walls
dark, damp, and cold—

“I've a lover in that prison, dovmed this very
night to dio

At the ringing of the Cwrfew, and no earthly
help is nigh.

Cromwell will not come till sunset;” and her
face grew straugely white

As she breathed the husky whisper, ¢ Curfew
must not ring to-night 1”

1L

“Bessie,” calmly spoke the sexton—and his ac-
cents pierced her heart

Like the piercing of an arrow, like a deadly
poisoned dart—

“ Long, long yoars I've rung the Curfew from
that gloomy shadowed tower ;

Lvery evening, just at sunset, it has told the
twilight hour ;

I have done my duty over, tried to do it just
and right,

Now I'm old, Istill must do it; Curfew, givl,
musé ring to-night 1” ’

B .

Wild her eyes and palo her features, stern and
whito her thoughtful brow,

And within her secret bosom Bessie made a
solemn vaw, :

She had listened while the judges read, without
a tear or sigh, :

“ At the ringing of the Curfew, Buasil Under-
wood must die,” :

And her breath enme fast and faster, and her
eyos grew large and bright, -~

As in undertone she murmured, ** Curfew must
not ring to-night !”

v,
WWith quick step she bounded forward, sprang
within the old church-dooy,
Loft the old man threading slowly paths he’d
trod so oft before ; i
Not one moment paused the maiden, bub with
eyo and cheek aglow
Mounted up the gloomy tower, where the bell
swung to and fro:
As sha climbed the dusty ladder, on which fell
no ray of light,
Up and up, her white lipssaying, ¢ Curfew shall
not ring to-night.
VI
Sho has reached the topmost ladder, o’er hier
hangs tho grent dark bell,
Awful is the gloom beneath her, like the path-
way down to hell ; L. .
L0, the ponderous tongue is swinging, ’tis the
hour of Curfew now,
And the sight has chilled her bosom, stopped her
breath and paled her brow.
Shall she let it ring? No, never! Flash her
cyes with sudden light,
Aud she springs and grasps it fivmly : ¢ Curfow
shall not ring to-night 1"
vii,
Out she swang, far out; the city seemed a speck
of light below;
She ‘twixt heaven and earth suspended as the
bell swung to and fro ;
And the sexton at the bell-rope, old and deaf,
heard not the bell, .
But he thought it still was ringing fair young
Basil's funeral knell,
Still the maiden clung moro firmly, and, with
trembling lips and white,
Said, to hush hev heart’s wild beating, ¢* Curfew
shall not ring to-night !”

TIII.

It was o'er; the bell ceased swaying, and the
maiden stepped onee more

Tirmly on the dark old ladder, where for hun-
dred yenrs before

Human foot had not been planted; but the
brave deed she had done

Should be told long ages after ;—often as the
setting sun . .

Should illume the sky with beauty, aged sires,
with heads of white,

Long should tell the little children, ‘¢ Curfew
did not ring that night.”

IX.

O'er the distant hills came Cromwell; Bessie
sees him, and her brow,

Tullof hope and full of gladness, bas no anxious

traces now, . :

At his feet she tells her story, shows her hands

. a1l bruised and torn .

And her face so sweet and pleading, yet with
sorrow pale and worn,

Touched his beart with sudden piby—Ilit his eye
with misty light ;

“Go, your lover Jives I said Crontwell ; ¢ Cur-
few shall not ring to-night 1"
. Ross Harrwiox THoRrek.
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WAL HAPPENED TO WARREN
BURNHAM.

BY ROSE CARTER,

“IHow icy the roads ave!” ecxclaiined
Farmer Jackson, as he looked out of the
window one cold winter morning, and then
turning to his hired man, who was just
starting for the barn:  “ Be careful and not
slip down, Ned ; 1 understood that Warren
Burnham fell on the ice last night aud hurt
his back.”

“1id he?’ said Ned with a stare; it was
a habit he had of asking over when auy-
thing was said to him, though he could heav
just ag well the first time ag he could the
sceond.

“I said s0,” returned the farmer, and
Ned, without waiting to hear more, trwlged
oft to the barn,

1t was his day to carry the milk, soina
few minutes the horse was harnessed, and
after loading in the milk-cans and collect-
ing those of three or four neighbors, he
started on hislong drive of nearly four miles
to the station where the milk was to be un-
loaded. Ille was not very early, however,
and as there were several teams ahead of
him he was obliged to wait a few minutes,
So he drove up alongside of Will Turner to
have a little talk with him and hear the
news, for Will always knew everything that
was going on, and could tell more news in
five minutes than 'most anybody else could
in an hour, ’

“ I suppose’ you.knew Ienty Howard’s
children were having ‘the measles,”” he Dbe-
gan, as Ned drove up ; “ three girlsand'one
boy all down at once, and.Ienry had to
leave his work to help his wife take care of
them, I don’t suppose he’d mind very
much if he did ; he is not over-fond of work
any way. I've heard people say if he liked
his work more and his wine less, *twould be
better for him and other folks too.”. . .

“1o you mean to say that Henry How-
ard drinks 7’ queried Ned.

“Well, I don’t know; folks say he docs,
But I guess: he’s doing better since he
worked for Watson.” .

“Ishe?? | :

“Yes; but he’s only been there a few
weeks, since Watson’s boy went West.”

“Went West?? repeated Ned—that was
his babit, you know.

“Yes; didn’t you know it? Dut what’s
the news down your way? Come, I’m not
getling as much as I give.”

Thus accosted, Ned replied with due
moderation, * Well,.I don’t think of noth-
ing very special, only they say Warren
Burnham has slipped on the ice and broke
his back 17

“Merey! Ishould think that wascuough,”
cjaculated Will ; but he could make no fur-

ther enquiries, for the teams which had thus
far kept them waiting had now gone, and
there was no time to lose.

Will unloaded his milk, and the next
place he stopped at was the grocery store,
After purchasing a few little articles he re-
marked, “I suppose you’ve heard about
Warren Burnham 9 Will always said “I
suppose yow’'ve heard,” when he had any
areab news to tell people, although, of
course, he was pretty suve they hadu’t,

The grocer shook his head, and Will went
on: “lle fell and broke his back, I heard ;
if that’s so 1 don’t suppose he’ll ever get
over it,”

“Well, T declare ! that’s a bad business,”
remarked the grocer with a serious face.

The nev' customer, as soon as Will had
gone, was Fannie Shipley, a little girl about
twelve years of age, who had been sent by
her mother for a pound of tea. “Look
here, Fannie,” said the man as he handed
her the package, “tell your father that Mr,
Warren Burnham, over at South Point, has
had a fall and Lroken his baek, and isn’t ex-
peeted to live, I believe your father used to
know him, didn’t he 7"

“Yes, sir ; he was a schoolmate of his, 1
think,” replied Fannie. Sosaying she went
out of the store and tripped along townanl
the post-office. Just as she waz about to

her father.

G

 Oh, papa! stop a minute,” she cried,

“Well, what do you want, Fannic? Be
quick, for you kunow I am going to the city
on business, and it’s alwost train-time now,”
he added, pulling out his wateh.

“I was only poing to tell you what M.
Martin, the grocer, said. e told me that
Mr, Warren Buenbam has had a bad fall and
broken his back, and they don’t think he’ll
live long.”

“Why Fannie, now you say!
Warren ! But there, I mustgo or the cars
will go withoutme,” And be was none too
soon ; he had barely time to purchase his
ticket and get aboard when the engine
shricked and the long passenger-train glided
out of the village,

M., Shipley chose a comfortable seat and
took out his newspaper, but he kept think-
ing so much about the disaster which had
befallen his old school-mate that he could
not read, so preseutly he said to the man
who sat heside himy, ¢ ITave you heard any-
thing about that man that got hurt up at
South Point, Me, Thornton 7”7

% No; who was it

“Well, his name is Warren Burnbam ; I
used to go to sehool with him when he was
a boy.” :

“1 guess I don’t know him ; how did he
get hurt 1

“te fell, I heard, and broke his back.
They don’t expect him to live buta few
hours.”

“Well, well!” -exclaimed his listeuer,
“ivs awful, isn’t it 7 Ialways bate to hear
of such aceidents ; it must be pretty hard
for his family, if he has any, and 1 presume
he has,” ) .

“Yes, he has a wife and three children ;
I don’t know how they’ll bear it, I'm sure.”

Shortly after this conversation, M.
Thornton changed his seat for one a little
nearer the fire, and sat down near an elderly
woman in a sealskin sacque, who re-
marked fretfully, ® What time is it, please?
I think we are going dreadfully slow ; it
scems a3 though we would never get to

“It isnot time to be there yet,” said Mr.
Thornton, consulting his wateh ; *“and we
are going as fast as wsual, What is your
hurry 17 .

“ urry enough,” she answered peevishly,
“ when I’ve got aboy at home with a broken

mother !

“Oh, well, there aie worse things than a
broken leg cven,” said Mr, Thornton sooth-
ingly. *Why, just think of that man that
broke his back ; they said he couldn’t live
but a few minutes, so I don’t suppose he’s
alive now.” -

“What man? Ihadn’t heard anything
abont it,” returned the woman.

“[is nameis Burnham—Warren Burnham
—s0 Mr. Shipley told me ; he lived up at
South Point, I don’t know him.”

This gave the discontented mother a new
topic to think of, and when a few minutes
later she got off at N—— station, she was
saying to herself, * Yes, I surely do believe
it must have been Arthur Burnham’s
brother ; I’ just stop and tell him on my
way home ; but I presume he’s heard of it
before this.”

Accordingly, she stepped up to the door
of Arthur Burnham’s house, and being met
by him at the door, sheseid quickly ; “Have
you heard about your brother up at South
Point 97

Mr. Barnham looked surprised.
ren? No ; what about him 77

“They say he is dead,” said the woman,
ina tone of awe.

“Warren dead? IHow sudden !
be ; are you sure §”?

“Oh, yes; it came straight enough ; 1
don’t think there’s any doubt about it.
Broke his baci, they said—but I must hurry
home and see to poor Jimmy ;”” and ofl she
went.

“Well, I declare! MMow dreadful—how
sudden ! I must go right up on the next
train and see what T can do for his folks,
I should have thought I’d had & telegram
before this, but I suppose they’re so busy
they haven’t had time.” '

It was only a few minutes before the up-
train would start out, but Mr, Burnham
lost no time in getting ready, and was one
of the first to get aboard, It was asad ride
for him, and though his companions talked
and laughed around him, he was still think-
ing of his only brother Iving coll and white
in hig last sleep.  As soon as he reached the

“ War-

It can’t

enter, whom should she sce coming vut but
tand the fonr miles of road were scon gone

station, he procured a team ata livery.stable

Poor.

leg, aud he worrying all ‘the time for his’

over which brought him to his brother’
house.

Hardly bad he tied hishorse when the door
opened and out came, what 2—who ?—why
it actually was Warren himself ! .

Mr. Arthur Burnbam was too much sur-
prised to speak till his brother called out':
“Why, Arthur, how are you? I didu’t
think of seeing you.” .

“There must bave been some mistalke,”
said Arthur, recovering himself 2 little, I
heard you had broken your hack and been
killed.”

“Me?” sald Warren in astonishment,
“however could such a story get round ?”
Then, after thinking a few minutes, he said
he did remember telling Neighbor Jackson
that he had slipt on the ice and came near
hurting his back, and by the time it had been
told aver a few times it would be quite an-
other thing, of cowse,

If people must tell everything they hear
they might at least tell it as they heard it.
Because if everyone who repeats a piece of
news makes even aslight variation, by the
time it has been reported throughout a
commuuity it becomes guite materially
changed.—N, Y. Hituess.
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WIIEN SCHOOL-DAYS ARE OVER.

Young ladies, do not give up yourstudies
as suon as you have finished school.  Prove
that your diplomnas have been earned by
evincing a willingness lo continue sowe
mental exertion. It is not what you have
learned at school that is goiug to benelit
you; it js the discipline through which you
have passed, the pawers which you have
developed, aud the attempts to use them
advautageously. Do not, at this carly ace,
imagine that the climax is reached, and that
your store of knowledge is sullicient to
carry you through the world ; that because
you have graduated at the head of your
class you have accomplished all that can be
expected of you. You have really only
made a beginning, and it is now that you
are most susceptible Lo improvement. [
am not advocating the idea that you should
be blue stockings; but I wish I conld
impress it upon the minds of every one of
you that an hour passed each day in some
useful study or reading—with the altention
riveted-upon the matter- in hand—will do
wonders toward keeping your mind from
stagnation. Derhaps you are pretty and
winsome, and such a favorite in society
that you think there is no need of
cultivating yourself further, Do not be
flattered into believing this, To all there
comes a time of decay; and right here let
meo tell you something: Age has not so
many friends as youth. Beauly fades.
The body yields to disease and decay ; but a
mind made strong by proper vigorous exer-
cise, resists the ravages of time and disease,
It i1s the only connecting link between
youth and old age. It will bring you love,
sympathy and respeet. If you look about
yo, and see how joyless are the lives of
many old people, you will think it worth
while to cultivate every grace which will
assist in making a happy old age. Do not
then, as soon as your school days are over,
throw aside your books with joy, thinking
how happy you are “to be done with
them ;” but rather add to your store of
books, at least to your store of knowledge.
The languages, the sciences, literature, the
arts, all invite you. Surely, if your school
work has been earnestly done, vou must
have developed a taste for something.
Spend a little time each day in vigorous
mental discipline. You will be the brighter
for it ; you will have a higher respect for
yourself, and your friends will admive you.
When the time comes for you to have a
home of your own, those who share it with
you will find you the more companionable,
and in the future your children will bless
you for it.—4L, G. B. in the H/isconsin,
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TEMPERANCE ARITHMETIC.

1. The 4,000 saloons of San Francisco
take in daily an average of $10.00 each;
how many dollars are paid daily in that
city for liquor?

9, There are about 600,000 drunkaxds in
the United States. How many cities of
40,000 inhabitants each would these drunk-
ards form ?

3. Tn the city of Onkland, “the Athensof
California,” are 200 -aloons. If every
saloonist sells 40 drams 2 day, how many |

drams ave drunk daily ! |




